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* chin this Vale a nous Temple 1 


19956 cold 4 1 _— Sun appears 
nwillingly,. and hides his Face in e * i 
rcadful Vale lies ina Deſart Iſle,” * 3 


which indulgent Heaven did never. (ſmile... 

re a thick Grove of Aged Cypreſs 1 

ich none without an awful horrot ſees, 
d its wither'd Arms, .depriv'd of Leaves, 
ole Flocks of-ill-prefaging Birds — 

ons are all the Plants the Soil will bear, 
Winter is the only Seaſon there. 

ions of Graves cover the ſpacious Field, 
Springs of Blood a thouſand Rivers yield; 
joſe Streams oppreſt with Carcaſſes and Bones, 
ad of gentle Murmurs, Pr forth Groans. 


— 


— 


a the World i it ſelf, which it commands: T 5 3 
| A2 Round | 


| 85 Round | is its Figure, and four Iron Gates 
Divide Mankind, by order of the Fates. 


(a) 


of 
There come in Crouds, doom d to one common Grayſſþct 

The Voung, the old, the Monarch, and the Slave v 
Old Age, and Pains, which Mankind moſt deplon pr 
Are faithful Keepers of thoſe ſacred Doors; {1 

All clad in mournful Blacks, which alſo load 

The ſacred Walls of this obſcure Abode; 
And Tapers of a pitchy Subſtance made, 


With Clouds of Smoak increafe the diſmal Shade: 


-£& Monſter, vaid of Reaſon and of Sight, 
The Goddeſs is, who ſways this Realm of Night. 
Her Power extends Oer all Things that have Breath 
Actuel Tyrant, and her Name js Death. | 
The faireſt Object of our wond' ring Eyes, 
Was newly offerid up her Sacriſicmr 
| Theadjoining Places where the Altar ſtood, 
Yet bluſhiog with the fair Almerias Blood. 
When griev'd Orontes, whoſe unhappy Flame 
I; known to all that e er converſe with kame; 
His Mind poſſeſt by Fury and Deſpair, . 
Within the Sacred Temple made this Prayer: 
Great Deity ! Who in thy Hands do ſt bear 
That truſty Scepter, which poor Mortals fear; 
Who wanting Eyes, thy ſelf reſpecteſt none, 
And neither ſpares the Laurel, nor the Crown! 
Oh thou, whom all Mankind i in vain withſtands! 
Each of whoſe Blood muſt one day ſtain thy Handi 


. (5) 
thoũ, who every Eye which ſees the Light: 5 
oſeſt again in an Eternal Night! | | 
yen thy Ears, and hearken to my Grief, 
e which thy only Power can give Relief: 
me not hither to prolong my Fate, 
t with my wretched Life a ſhorter Date; 
d that the Earth would in its Bowels hide 
retch, whom Heaven inyades on every ſide: 
at from the ſight of Day I could remove, 
d might have nothing left me but my Love. 
zou only Comforter of Minds oppreſt, 
ze Port, where wezricd Spirits are at Reſt; 
nduftor to Ehfium! take my Life; 
y Breaſt | offer to thy Sacred Knife: 

juſt a Grace refuſe not, nor deſpiſe 
willing, though a worthleſs Sacrifice. 

hers their frail and mortal State forgot, 

fore thy-Altars are not to be brought 

ithout Conſtraint; the noiſe of dying Rage, 
aps of the Slain of every Sex and f 

e "Blade all reeking in the Gore it ſhed, 
ich ſever d Arms confugdly ſpread, 
e Rapid Flames of a perpetual Fire, 
he Groans of Wretches ready to expire: 
is Tragick Scene makes them in Terror live, 
Il that is forc d which they ſhould freely give, 
elding unwillingly what Heaven will have, - 
cir Fears eclipſe the Glory of their Gtave. 


fore thy Face they make undecent Moan, | 
d feel 4 hundred Deaths in fearing one ; 5 
$3 The 


ach 


ds! 


And on my Head let all the Tempeſt fall; 


Nothing but Death can eaſe a broken heart. 


155 The faireſt Town, the largeſt, and the beſt, 


—— < p * | 
The lan becomes unhallow'd in their Breaſt 15 
And hea Murtherer, who was a Prieſt; 
is Hands profan'd in breaking Nature's Chain, 
By which the Body does the Soul detain: 
But againſt me thy ſtrongeſt Forces call, 


No ſirinkivg back ſhall any weakneſs "6,54 | i 
And calmly ll expect the fatal blow; 
My Limbs not trembling, in my mind no fear; 
Plaints in my Mouth, nor in my Eyes a Tear. 
Think not that time, our wonted ſure relief, 
Thar univerſal Cure for every grief, 
Whoſe Aid ſo many Lovers oft have found, 
With like ſucceſs can ever heal my wound ; 
Too weak's the Power of Nature, or of Art; 


And that thou mayſt behold my helpleſß ſtate, 
Learn the extreameſt rigor of my Fate. 
Amidſt th innumerable beauteous Train, 
Paris tlie Queen of Cities, does contain, 


Nt 


So fair Almeria ſhin'd above the reſt. 
From her bright Eyes to feel a hopeleſs flame, 
Was of our Youth the moſt ambitious aim; 
Her Chains were marks of Honour to the ke, 
She made a Prince whene'er ſhe made a Slave. 
Love under whoſe Tyrannick power I groan, _ . 
Shew d me this Beauty e er twas fully blown; Þ 
n 
| 


1 
h 
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Dal 


Her tim rous charms, and her unpractisd look,; 8 * 
Their firſt aflurance ga my Conqueſt took, 


(7) 
W woünding me, ſhe learnt the fatal Art, n 
Ind the firſt ſigh ſhe had, was from my heart; 
ly Eyes with Tears moiſt ning het ſnowy Aan 
Laird the Tribute owing to her Charms: 
Kit as 1 ſooneſt of all Mortals paid 
ly Vows, and to her Beauty, Altars made; 
among all thoſe Slaves that ſiglod in vain, 
e thought me only worthy of my Chain. 
ove's heavy Burthen, my Submiſſive Heart 
ndur'd not long, before ſhe bore her part; 
y violent flame melted her frozen Breaſt, - 
nd-in ſoft Sighs her Pity ſhe exprelt ; 
ler gentle Voice allayd my raging pains, 1 
\nd het fair hands ſuſtàin'd me in my Chains; 
yen Tears of Pity waited on my moan, 
nd tender Looks were. caſt on me alone. 
y hopes and dangers were leſs mine, than hers, 
hoſe fill'd her Soul with Joys, and theſe with Fears: 
Dur hearts united, had the ſame deſires, 
nd both alike, burn'd in impatient Fires. 
Too faithful Memory! I give thee Leave 
hy wretched Maſter kindly to deceive; 
ake me not once Poſſeſſor of her Charms; 
t me not find her languiſh in my Arms; 
Paſt Joys are now my Fancies mournful Theams; 
lake all my happy Nights appear but Dreams: 
not that Bliſs before my Eyes be brought: 
Dh ! hide thoſe Scenes from my tormenting 1 
And in their place, diſdainful Beauty ſhew, 
thou would'ſt not be cruel, make her ſo; 
| A 4 And 


Ihe richeſt Work that ever Nature wrought. 
All Things below, alas, uncertain ſtand; 


| » Under this Law both Kings and Kingdoms bend, 5 
3 And _ Beginning i IS without an End, | 


L 


” - * 4 6 * 4 _ * * 
a \ 7 
N -_ 
A 
4 * 1 


; But1i in vain, flatter my wounded Mind, 


I ſeldom ſigb'd but on Almerie's Breaſt; 
Of all the Paſſions which Mankind deſtroy, 
lo only felt Exceſs of Love and Joy: 


Which breaks thro? Dar kneſs with irsglorious Flare: 
A while it ſhines, a while our Sight it chears, 
But ſoon the ſhort- livd Comfort diſappears; 


None can withſtand, and nothing can afſwage. 
So oft the Light which thoſe bright Flaſhes gave, 
> Serves only ro conduct us to our Grave. "a 


( 


And ſomething to abate my deep Deſpair, 5 
Oh, let her ſeem leſs Gentle, or leſs Fair. 


Never was Nymph ſo lovely or ſo Kind: | 
No cold Repulſes, my Deſires ſuppreſt, 


Numberieſs Pleaſures charm'd my Senſe, and they 
Were as my Love, without the leaſt Ally.” 

As pure, alas, bur not ſo ſure to laſt, 

For like a pleaſſing Dream, they all are paſt. 
From Heav'n her Beauty like fierce Light'ning came, 


And Thunder follows, whoſe reſiſtleſs Rage, 


When 1 had juſt begun Loves's Joys to caſte, 
(Thoſe full Rewards for Fears and Dangers paſt) 
A Fever ſeiz d her, and to nothing brought 


The firmeſt Rocks are fix d upon the Sand: 


Ie, 


2e: 


0 GJ: - 
Sacrifice to Time, Fate dooms us all. 
nd at the Tyrant's Feet we daily fall: . an 

ime, whoſe bold Hand alike does nee to Duſt. ; 
ankind, and all . Powers in which * * 


Her waſted Spirits ne now begin to faint, 
et Patience ties her Tongue from all Complaint; : 
ad in her Heart, as in a Fort, remains, | 
t yields at laſt to her reſiſtleſs Pains: - 
bus while the Fever, am'rous of his Prey, | 
hrough all her Veins makes his delightful Way; 
or Fate's, like Semile's, the Flames deſtroy. | 
hat Beauty they too eagerly enjoy. 

ler charming Face is in its Spring decay'd, 
ale grow the Roſes, and the Lillies fade; 

er Skin has loſt that Luſtre which ſurpaſt 
he Sun's, and did deſerve as long to laſt; | 
er Eyes, which us d to pierce the firmeſt Hearts, 
Are now diſarm'd of all their Flames and Darts; 
hoſe Stars now heavily and ſlowly move, 
And Sickneſs triumphs in the Throne of Love. 

he Fever every moment more prevails; - 

ts Rage her Body feels, and Tongue bewafls, 


Phe, whoſe Diſdain ſo many Lovers prove, 
Pighs now for Torment, as they ſigh for Love, 


\nd with loud Cries will rend the neighb'ring Air, 
ounds my ſad Heart, and wakens my Deſpair. 


Both Gods and Men I charge now with my Loſs, 


My 


/ 


\nd wild with Grief, my Thoughts each other croſs; - 


01 10 00 

My Heart and Tongue labour in both eaten 
That ſends up ſlighted Prayers, while this blaſphem y | 
1 ask their help, whoſe malice Idefy,” 

And mingle Sacrilege with Piety : 
But that which does yet more perplex my mind, 

To love her truly, I muſt ſeem unkind: 

So unconcernd a Face my Sotrow wear, 
I muſt reſtrain unruly floods of Tears. 

My Eyes and Tongue put on difſembling forms, : 
I ſhewa calmneſs in the midſt of Storms, 
I I ſeem to hope, when all my hopes are gone, 
And almoſt dead, with Grief, diſcover none. 
But who can long deceive a loving Eye, 

Or with dry Eyes behold his Miſtreſs die; 
When Paſſion had with all his Terrors BIEN 
Th approaching danget nearer to my thought, 
Off on a ſudden fell the fotc 'ddiſguiſe, - Ab 
And ſhew'd a ſighing heart in weeping Eyes, | TI 


My apprehenſions now no more confin'd, 


Expos d my Sorrows, and betray d my mind. 
Tube fair afflicted, Soon perceive my Tears, 
Explains my Sighs, and thence concludes my Fears: 
With ſad Preſages of her hopeleſs Caſe, | 
She reads her Fate in my dejected Faces;  _ 
Then, feels my torment, and neglects her own; | 
While J am ſenſible of Bar alone 
Fach does the others burden kindly bear, 

] fear her Death, and ſhe bewails my Fear; 
Though we thus! ſuffer under Fortune's Darts, 
| Tis only thoſe of * which reach our *. 
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(11 
car-while the Fever oy at all our Fears; / 
rows by our Sighs, and rages at our Tears: | 
hoſe vain effects of our as vain deſire, 


ike Wind and Oyl increaſe the fatal oy - 


Almetia, then, feeling the Deſtinies | * 1 
About to ſhut her Lips, and cloſe her 8 110 
eeping, in mine fix d her fair trembling hand, 
nd with theſe words, I ſcarce could underſtand; 
er Paſſion in a Ging Voice expteſs d ps 
lf, and her Sighsalas, made out the reſt. ;, 
Tis OF this pang, Nature gives o'er the ſtrife ; 
hou muſt thy Miſtreſs loſe, and I my Life; 
dye, but dying thine, the Fates may prove 
heir Conqueſt over me, but not my Loye; 
Thy Memory, my Glory, and my Pain, 
n ſpight of death it ſelf, ſhall ſtill remain : 
Ah! Dear Orentes, my hard Fate denies 
That hope is the laſt thing which in us dies: | 
rom my griey'd Breaſt all thoſe ſoft thoughts are e fled, 
And Love ſurviyes, although my hope is dead | 
yield my Life, but keep my Paſſion yet, 
ind can all thoughts but of Orontes quit; 
y flame increaſes as my ſtrength decays, | 
cath, which puts out the Light, the heart does alles 3 
That ſtill remains, though I from hence remove, 
loſe my Lover, but I keep my Love. 
be Sigh,. which ſent forth that laſt tender Word, | 
p towards the Heayen's like a bright Meteor dard, | 


65 


rs; 


And 


* —_—_z 
$ - And | che kind Nymph bereft of all ber Charms = 
Fell cold and breathleſs in her Lover's Arms; 
Which ſbews, ſince Death could deny him Relief, 
| That tis in vain we hope to die with Grief. 
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6,4%, who now my Fate has enderſibiod, 

Spare but my Teats, and freely take my Blood; 

| Here let me end the Story of my Cares, : 
My diſmal Grief enough the reſt declares. 8 ] 
f Judge thou by all this Miſery diſplayd, | ; 
Whether I ought not to implorethy Aid: 
I.!nhus to ſurvive, reproaches on me tvs, 

1 "9 my fad Wikſhes have too 225 a Caule, 


= Come, then, my only "I in every. Place | 
| Thou viſueſt, Men tremble at thy Face, | 


And fear thy Name; once let thy fatal Hand | 
Feall on a Swain, that does the Blow demand. - H 
Vouchſafe thy Dart: I need not one of thoſe,” N 

With which thou doſt unwilling Kings depoſe ; N 
Thy weakeſt, my deſir d Releaſe can bring, As 
And free my Soul already on her Wing. EE T 
But fince ali Prayers and Tears are vain, III try, N 
* 1 ſpicht of e ls poſſible to dic. th 
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In Memory of Her MAJESTY 
ee M 4 R I. 


1 
ONG our divided state | Bo. 
Hung in the Ballance of a doubtful Fate; eo 

When one bright Nymph the gath'ring Clouds dif- 
ind all the Gricfs of Albion heald. "Ir d 
Her the united Land obey d, 

No more to jealouſies incliu d, | 

Nor fearing Pow'r with fo wuch Virtue oio'd. 

She knew her Task, and nicely underſtood 

To what intentions "Kings are made, 

Not for their own, but for their Peoples good : 
'T was that prevailing Argument alone, 
Determin'd Her to fill the vacant Throne, 

And yet with Sadneſs ſhe beheld - 

A Crown deyolving on her Head, 
(By the Exceſſes of a Prince miſled) _ 
When by her Koyal Birth compell'd 
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| 5 (Tho by a Servile Faction blamd) 


The Winds themſelves were by her Influence chatte 


in). 


4 To what her God, and what her Country dim, 


Ho graceful were the Tears ſhe fh e % . 


XL 1 gf Py , | 
y When CT only foil U Wind, f 9 _ Meal 

Againſt our Iſſe the Pow'r of France was arm'd : 

Here ruling Arts in all their Luſtre ſhin'd, 


Whilſt her Authority and Care ſupply'd, 
That Safety which the want of Troops deny d. 

| Secure and undiſturbd the Scene 

Of Albion ſeem'd, and like her Eyes, Serene: 

Vain was th e Force, Revenge and Pride; z Far 


Maria Reign d, and Heav'n was on our Side. Der 
The Sceptre by her ſelf unſoughr, _ Nen 
Gave double Proofs of her Heroick Mind; We 

With Skill ſhe ſway'd it, and with Eaſe ned: Wh 
o the Dictator, from Retirement brought, or 

| -Repelld the Danger that did Rome alarm, m 
And then return d contented to his fam. Pr 
IS = „„ i 
Fatal to the Fair and Young, - By 


Accurſt Diſeaſe, how long 
Have wretched Mothers mourn'd thy Pals | 
Rob d of the Hopes and Comfort of their Age? 5 
From the unhappy Lover's fide, ' - 


Ho often haſt thou torn the eee Bede t- 


. Now like a Tyrant riſing by degrees . | $ 
To worſe Extreams, and blacker Villanies. 
| PraQtis'd 


| The ſmall-Pox is ſaid to have we Reig'd in Eogland about 250 Teart % 


is d 


(15). 

gisd © in Ruin for ſome * Ages paſt, 

ou haſt brought forth a genꝰ ral one at laſt! 5 

mmon Diſaſters, Sortow raiſe, 
Heay'ns ſevereſt Frowns amaze ! bs 155 

je Qu EEN— a Word, a r 

Nat ions once the Hope, and firm Support W 

ealth of the Needy, Guard of the Oppreſt, 

xe Joy of all, the wiſeſt and the beſt; 

ame that Ecchoes did rebound | | 

ith lond Applauſe from Neighb'ring Shores, ge 

heir Admiration, the Delight of ours) 

omes unutterable naooẽwW ! 

e Crowds in that defected Court 

here languiſhing A4 RIA lay, | I 

ant Power'to ask the News they came to know ; ; 

ent, their dropping Heads they bow: 

ence it ſelf proclaims the approaching Woe. 

en He (MARI Ms lateſt Care) | 

hom Winter-Seaſons nor contending Fove, 


or watchful Fleets, could from his glorious Purpoſe | 
move, : | 


repid 1 in the Storms of War, x 
d in the midſt of flying Deaths ſedate, 


ow Trembles, now he finks beneath the mighty 
Weight, 


e Hero to the Man gives way. 
„ 

nhappy Ile, for half an Age a Prey 

o fierce Difſention, or or Deſporick Sway. 


— 


oul Weather, 


Re- 


n (16) 
Redeem d from Anarchy to be undone 


By the miſtaken Meaſures of the Throne; 


Thy Monarchs meditating dark Deſigns, - 

Gr boldly throwing off the Maſque, | 

(Fond of the Pow'r uncqual to the Task) 

Thy ſelf without the leaſt remaining Sings ; 

Of ancient Virtue ſo depray'd ; 

As even they wiſh'd to be enſlav'd : 

What more than Humane Aid 

Could raiſe thee from a State ſo low, V: 

Protect thee from thy ſelf, thy greateſt Foc? 

Something Celeſtial, Gare a Heroine . 

Of matchleſs Ports, and a majeſtick Mein; 

By all reſpected, fear'd, but more beloy'd, 

More than her Laws, her great Example Word: 
The Bounds that in her God. like Mind, 

Were to her Poſſions ſet, ſeverely ſhin d, 


But that of doing Good was unconfin'd. 
So Juſt, that abſolute Command, 1 8 OY 


Deſtruttive in another Hand; 


= In hers had chang its Nature, had been uſeful made 


Ohl had ſhe longer ſtaid! 

Leſs ſwiftly to her Native Heav'n retir d, 
For her the Harps of Albion had been ſtrung : : 
Th' Harmonious Nine could neyer have 11 d 


Toa more lofty and immortal Song. 


FINIS. 


